206               A LONG AND TIPJNG JOURNEY.

so cheery, his spirits so unflagging under trials
and disappointments, that we felt rather down in
our luck as he rode out of camp at two o'clock
He had a long and tiring journey before him, a
ride of sixty miles through the jungle to rail head,
and then a jolt in a construction train to Warungal,
where he would get into the regular train for
Hyderabad.

That evening we again shot over our tank with
success, whilst Mohamet Isinael Khan, the young
Nawab, and other native gentlemen, had a beat
in the jungle. They saw quantities of chetal,
jungli buckri, and pig, but although they fired ten
shots between them, did not hit a thing.

In the middle of the night, whilst sleeping out-
side my tent, I was awakened by a noise, and saw
a dog rushing through the camp as hard as,he
could lay legs to the ground. Next morning I
was told that a panther had been after him and
had passed close to my bed.